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Harry Potter and Lord Voldemort  

Perhaps it had something to do with living in a dark 
cupboard, but Harry had always been small and 
skinny for his age. He looked even smaller and skinner 
than he really was because all he had to wear were 
old clothes of Dudley’s and Dudley was about four 
times bigger than he was. Harry had a thin face, 
knobbly knees, black hair and bright-green eyes. He 
wore round glasses held together by a lot of sellotape 
because of all the times Dudley had punched him on 
the nose. The only thing Harry liked about his own 
appearance was a very thin scar on his forehead 
which was shaped like a bolt of lightning.  

Where there should have been a back to Quirrell’s 
head, there was a face, the most terrible face Harry 
had ever seen. It was chalk white with glaring red 
eyes and slits for nostrils, like a snake.  
‘Harry Potter…’ it whispered. 
Harry tried to take a step backwards but his legs 
wouldn’t move. 
‘See what I have become? The face said. ‘Mere 
shadow and vapour…’ 

 

The Cratchit family and Ebenezer Scrooge  

They were not a handsome family; they were not well 
dressed; their shoes were far from being water-proof; 
their clothes were scanty; and Peter might have 
known, and very likely did, the inside of a 
pawnbroker’s. But they were happy, grateful, pleased 
with one another, and contented with the time; and 
when they faded, and looked happier yet in the bright 
sprinklings of the Spirit’s torch at parting, Scrooge had 
his eye upon them, and especially on Tiny Tim, until 
the last.  

Scrooge! A squeezing, wrenching, grasping, clutching, 
covetous, old sinner! Hard and sharp as flint, from 
which no steel had ever struck out generous fire; 
secret, and self-contained, and solitary as an oyster. 
The cold within him froze his old features, nipped his 
pointed nose, shrivelled his cheek, stiffened his gait; 
made his eyes red, his thin lips blue; and spoke out 
shrewdly in his grating voice. A frosty rime was on his 
head, and on his eyebrows and on his wiry chin. He 
carried his own low temperature always about with 
him; he iced his office in the dog-days, and didn’t 
thaw it one degree at Christmas.  

 

Mr Tumnus and the White Witch  

He was only a little taller than Lucy herself and he 
carried over his head an umbrella, white with snow. 
From the waist upwards he was like a man, but his 
legs were shaped like a goat’s (the hair on them was 
glossy black) and instead of feet he had goat’s hoofs. 
He also had a tail, but Lucy did not notice this at first 
because it was neatly caught up over the arm that 
held the umbrella so as to keep it from trailing in the 
snow. He had a red woollen muffler round his neck, 
and his skin was rather reddish too. He had a strange, 
but pleasant little face, with a short pointed beard 
and curly hair, and out of the hair there stuck two 
horns, one on each side of his forehead… what with 
the parcels and the snow it looked just as if he had 
been doing his Christmas shopping.  

But behind him on a much higher seat in the middle 
of the sledge sat a very different person – a great 
lady, taller than any woman that Edmund had ever 
seen. She was also covered in white fur up to her 
throat and held a long straight golden wand in her 
right hand and wore a golden crown on her head. Her 
face was white – not merely pale, but white like snow 
or paper or icing-sugar, except for her very red 
mouth. It was a beautiful face in other respects, but 
proud and cold and stern.  
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Miss Honey and Miss Trunchbull  

Their teacher was called Miss Honey, and she 
could not have been more than twenty-three or 
twenty-four. She had a lovely pale oval madonna 
face with blue eyes and her hair was light-brown. 
Her body was so slim and fragile one got the 
impression that is she fell over she would smash 
into a thousands pieces, like a porcelain figure. 
Miss Jennifer Honey was a mild and quiet person 
who never raised her voice and was seldom seen 
to smile, but there is no doubt she possessed 
that rare gift for being adored by every small 
child under her care.  

Miss Trunchbull, the Headmistress, was 
something else altogether. She was a gigantic 
holy terror, a fierce tyrannical monster who 
frightened the life out of the pupils and teachers 
alike. There was an aura of menace about her 
even at a distance, and when she came up close 
you could almost feel the dangerous heat 
radiating from her as from a red-hot rod of 
metal. When she marched – Miss Trunchbull 
never walked, she always marched like a storm-
trooper with long strides and arms aswinging – 
when she marched along a corridor you could 
actually hear her snorting as she went, and if a 
group of children happened to be in her path, 
she ploughed right on through them like a tank, 
with small people bouncing off her to left and 
right.  

 


